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and colour it with their wings and raiment. In manhood
one has familiars. But between those times (forgive me
for echoing Keats) one has little save a tag or two of
cynicism, a little crude experience, much weariness, much
regret, and a vision blurred by all four faults. One is
weakened, too, by one's hatreds.

I thank you again for your very kind and cordial letter.
Yours very sincerely,

MAESFIBLD.

To an unknown correspondent F. M. wrote :

Sept. 15, 1005.

... I have been away, in the isles, and for a time
beyond the reach of letters. I wish there were Isles
where one could also go at times, where no winged
memories could follow. In a Gaelic folk-tale, told me
by an old woman once, the woman of the story had only
to burn a rose to ashes and to hold them in the palms of
her hands and then to say seven times A Eileanain na
Sith, " 0 Isles of Peace " 1 and at once she found her-
self in quiet isles beyond the foam where no memo-
ries could follow her and where old thoughts,, if they
came, were like phantoms on the wind, in a moment
come, in a moment gone. I have failed to find these
Isles, and so have you: but there are three which lie
nearer, and may be reached, Dream, Forgetf ulness, and
Hope.

And there, it may be, we can meet, you and I. ...

Yes, your insight is true. There is a personal sincer-
ity, the direct autobiographical utterance, in even, as.
you say, the most remote and phantastic of my legends-
as in the plainest of my words. But because they cover
so much illusion as well as passion, so much love gone
on the wind as well as love that not even the winds of
life and death can break or uproot, so much more of deep-
sorrow (apart from the racial sorrow which breathes
through all) than of joy save in the deeper spiritual
sense, they were thus raimented in allegory and legend
and all the illusion of the past, the remote, the obscure, own keen sense of the use of words and
